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class. "He is a good man," they said, "but ill-led."
What one sees in the streets of Rome is worth
more than what one sees in the churches. The
churches themselves are generally ugly. St. Peter's
has crushed all the life out of architectural genius,
and all the modern churches look as if they were
swelling themselves in imitation of the great
Basilica. There is a clumsy magnificence about
them, and their heaviness oppresses. Their marble
incrustations look like a kind of architectural
elephantiasis, and the parts are puffy with a drop-
sical want of proportion. There is none of the
spring and soar which one may see even in the
Lombard churches, and a Roman column stand-
ing near one of them, slim and gentlemanlike,
satirizes silently their tawdry parvenuism. At-
tempts at mere bigness are ridiculous In a city
where the Colosseum still yawns in crater-like
ruin, and where Michael Angelo made a noble
church out of a single room in Diocletian's baths.
Shall I confess it? Michael Angelo seems to
me, in his angry reaction against sentimental
beauty, to have mistaken bulk and brawn for the
antithesis of feebleness. He is the apostle of the
exaggerated, the Victor Hugo of painting and
sculpture. I have 3, feeling that rivalry was a
more powerful motive with him than love of
art, that he had the conscious intention to be
original, which seldom leads to anything better
than being extravagant. The show of muscle